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Samah Hammad 
Light at the End of the Tunnel 
I still remember the day I received my report card in the first grade: straight F’s. My 
family had left Palestine and come to America in January, 2003. Not knowing any English, I 
failed all of my classes. Yet being the competitive person I am, I took the language barrier and 
challenged it head on. I had a strong desire to prove that I could succeed beyond people's doubts. 
Considering I earned a 4.0 GPA as a student-athlete during sophomore year of high 
school, I had succeeded and everything was going great. However, during the summer between 
sophomore and junior year, I underwent spinal fusion for scoliosis. When I was told I needed 
surgery, I cried for hours. It was so unexpected. I didn’t even know I had such a severe case of 
scoliosis until a month before the operation. After many blood tests and examinations, the area 
between the bottom of my neck and just above my hips was straightened during an eight-hour 
operation. I do not remember much about my days in the hospital, since I was on multiple 
medications. Recovery was tough; I even had to learn how to walk again. Not being in control of 
my own body left me in a numb state. I fell into a routine of always relying on someone for the 
simplest tasks such as eating and showering. To this day, I can see the scars of where my IVs 
were, on both hands and even on my neck. The worst part of the recovery process was being 
unable to play soccer, which had been my only stress reliever before the operation, my way of 
getting away from the world, even for just a few hours. Having that ability stripped away made 
me feel vulnerable and weak. However, I still looked forward to what my junior year would 
entail. Little did I know, my life would soon take another sudden turn.  
On the third day of junior year, I received a text message at 6:53 p.m. My eyes stared at 
the words that said my best friend had suffered a heart attack and passed away. He had always 
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had heart problems since he was young; we even used to joke about them. Knowing that he was 
gone left me in utter shock. I immediately ran out of my house to go to his, dropping my phone 
in a puddle of rainwater. When I saw his sister, she collapsed in my arms. We stood there and 
cried in the rain, like a clichéd scene from some movie. Only it wasn’t a Netflix that I could just 
pause, it was reality. He was gone. I remember every detail from that day, like the chalk stain on 
the left side of his shirt, and my last words to him. That day, August 13, 2013, will be with me 
forever. It felt like I was drowning in a never-ending black hole. I kept wondering why life was 
so unfair. Yet, contrary to what I felt at the time, life went on. 
Time does not heal all wounds; it only makes them familiar. Life got better. With the help 
of my loving friends and family, I pulled through my emotional and physical pain. In the summer 
of 2014, my surgeon cleared me to play soccer, and my eldest brother got married in Palestine. I 
went on to be the Editor-in-Chief of my school newspaper and president of National Honor 
Society. I’m now a proud aunt of a nine-month-old nephew and a chemistry pre-pharmacy major 
at Xavier University.  
Sometimes, I lie in bed at night and replay memories of the past--like a collection of 
motion pictures being streamed in a theater. I recount the seemingly insignificant details. The 
memories remind me of what I have been through and how I have somehow always survived. 
 My life experiences have taught me that regardless of the situation, there is always light at the 
end of the tunnel. Life is fair because it is unfair to everyone. The pain does not go away 
completely, but other things in life balance out what’s missing. I can persevere through anything 
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